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The Game 


Author's Notes: 


Ahem, it's not conventional dom/sub, but it fills the prompt. ! hope you like it! Here's the picture that inspired 


it if you're interested, 


Warning! Contains humiliation, elements of domination/submission, and dirty talking (sort of). 


There wasn't even a word for it at the time-or, even if there was, they didn't know it. It just so happened 
that occasionally, while they were preparing to go onstage, Geddy would take off his huge horn-rimmed glasses 
and give Alex that look. And he would smile, sheepishly, like a kid at the school playground, uncertain if other 
boys are going to pick on him today. And if Alex hadn't planned on doing anything to him that night, after that 
smile he would be, because from that moment on and until the cheap pressed-wood door of their hotel room 


closed behind them, he'd be half-hard and tingling with power. 


Those were small things that made his nape prickle; an outsider would hardly have noticed them. The way 


Geddy would hunch, just a little, and squint at him near-sightedly, and say ‘Yes, Lerxst' in that particular tone 
of voice. He would be all ‘Yes, Lerxst to whatever nonsense Alex babbled, and long before it was time to hit 


the stage Alex would feel like a giant. 


As they walked out of the dressing room, Geddy would fall half a step behind, and as they had to climb the 
few steps that separated them from the lights and the screaming crowd, he would hold onto the strap of 
Alex's guitar, although he was perfectly able to race up and down steep stairways even without his glasses. 


There would be so much awe in Geddy's eyes as Alex played his solos, and as they descended backstage during 
a break, all sweaty, he would let Alex hold the bottle of water to his lips, and Alex would always snatch it back 
just one gulp before Geddy's thirst was quenched. Then he'd brush Geddy's cheek with his thumb and feel him 
lean into the touch. Alex's cock would be hard and pulsing in his fake leather pants, and he'd know that Geddy's 


is, too. 

WT; ‘ " 
Time's up, come on. 
"Yes, Lerxst." 


If they played ZIZ that evening, Alex would come very close to Geddy, so as if to almost crowd him, and enjoy 
the little shivers that shook his thin form. He'd ruffle his hair and catch that smile, love-struck, fawning, and 
he'd feel more powerful for it than for his ability to make 5,000 people scream. 


They would go back to the dressing room to change and shower after the set, and Geddy would blush under 
Alex's amused gaze. Naturally, Alex would go to the shower first, while Geddy shifted from foot to foot, naked 
and rock-hard, waiting for his turn. If Alex felt particularly nasty, he'd look out, soapy and glistening, and say, 
"Hey, Ged, | think | left my deodorant in the bag. Go fetch it” 


And naturally, Geddy would go and get it for him. Then he'd shower, too, as quickly as possible, get into his 
jeans and tee, and when they were ready to go, he'd ask softly, "May | stay in your room tonight?" Alex would 
regard him for a moment, considering this, although he knew perfectly well that it was their turn to bunk 
Together anyway. Still, he'd almost let Geddy's face fall with disappointment before he'd say, "Yes, you may." 
And so it began for real. 


*** 

That night he decided to take his time. After Geddy carried their bags into the room, he locked the door, made 
himself comfortable in the armchair and settled to watch Geddy unpack their stuff, make the beds, and stew. 
Alex waited until he started to fret, then called out to him. 

"Hey, Ged. Drop that shit and come here." 


Geddy obediently came up to him and sank to his knees in front of the armchair, between Alex's leisurely 


spread legs. He looked up at Alex with gentle, short-sighted eyes and almost made a move as if to rub his 
cheek against his knee, but caught himself and blushed. 


"Well, well, what do we have here. If it isn't my old school pal Sissy Ged" 


Geddy blinked at him, his face open and vulnerable, while Alex's hand traced his cheekbone, pushed a lock of 
fluffy hair behind his large ear. 


"You know, they used to call you that back in high school.” 


In fact, they didn't. Alex had personally smashed the face of the only guy who tried to call Geddy that behind 
his back, but that was beside the point now. 


"Cause you looked like a girl. If you could find a girl as ugly as you are, that is." 


He continued to stroke Geddy's face, and as his fingers touched Geddy's mouth, he felt a tip of the tongue 
flicker out to brush at them. 


"Just look at that big nose and those ears. No wonder you never got a date. | bet you cried in your pillow while 


we normal guys went to dance, and you had to stay home with Mommy ‘cause no girl wanted to go out with 


you." 

Sometimes Alex wondered why he got off so hard on being mean to Geddy and where all those nasty things 
came from. It hadn't been like that, what he told, when they were teenagers. Geddy sure hadn't been the 
toughest guy on the block, but he was nice, and everybody loved him, girls included. Hell, Alex had to compete 
for his attention sometimes. 

He was always somewhat wary of overdoing it, but it seemed that Geddy enjoyed being humiliated as much as 
Alex enjoyed insulting him. He just cocked his head at the ‘cry in the pillow’ remark and smiled meekly. "Nah, it 
wasn't so bad, Lerxst." 

"Wasn't it? Hmmm, maybe there was some other reason you didn't ever go dancing? Was there?" 

Geddy blushed, cast down his eyes, and muttered something unintelligible. 

"What was that, Ged? Speak up." 


" There was." 


Alex's jeans were agonizingly tight by that time, but he resisted the urge to shift. Instead, he put his hand 
under Geddy's chin and made him look up. Then, he grinned. 


"Oh, | see. You liked someone who didn't like you back, huh? Is that it?" 


"Y-yes, Lerxst." 


"Hal | wonder who that poor bitch was. Ugh. Oh, wait! It wasn't a girl, right? Really, you're such a sissy, Ged, 
you wouldn't know what to do with a pair of boobs. Was it a guy?" 


Geddy shifted uneasily and averted his eyes. 

"Look at me, Ged. Was it a guy?" 

There was a timid, almost inaudible "Yes." 

"Ha hal God, you really are a fairy. Nothing to be surprised at, huh? Sissy Geddy having a crush on his 
classmate. Did you carry his books for him? Give him your favorite baseball cards? Did you jerk off in your 
bed at night imagining it was him doing it?" 

"Yes, Lerxst, | did." 

Alex smacked him lightly on the face. 

"Little fag. Don't you know its sick to do such things?” 

Geddy hung his head. "I know. | just can't help myself. Please, don't be angry with me." 

"Wouldn't want me to tell you to get lost, right, seeing as how it was me you had a crush on? Yeah, | get it 
now. That's why you followed me around all the time. Couldn't get rid of you for a minute. Fucking ugly little 
idiot. Did you try to catch glimpses of me in the locker room?" 

Geddy's mouth formed a panicked little 'o'. "Please don't be madl l.. I'd never..." 


"Never what? Never try to feel me up under some shitty pretense? Never look at my dick again?" 


Alex's head swam, and the pulsing between his legs had gotten so urgent by that time that he was tempted to 
throw away the game and just grab Geddy and fuck him silly. Still, he willed himself to remain in place. 


Geddy was vibrating slightly in front of him, too, but the amenable expression on his face didn't change. Alex's 
hand was still wandering along his jawline, and as it reached his lips again, Geddy took two fingers into his 
mouth and sucked on them. The warm, wet sensation almost made Alex moan. 


"You like sucking cocks, do you, Ged?" 


His mouth busy, Geddy just nodded. 


"Wanna suck mine?" 
He nodded again, eagerly, and gasped as Alex jerked his hand away. 


"Well, then. | guess | have just the thing to make your ugly little mouth useful" With shaking hands, Alex finally 
unbuckled his belt and pulled down the zipper. His cock popped free, thick and glistening with pre-come. 


"Open wide." 


Alex pressed the head to Geddy's lips, smearing the pre-come over his chin. Then he grabbed Geddy's head 
with both hands and forced it down, pushing his cock past Geddy’s lips and into the silky heat of his mouth. As 
he reached the palate, he stopped, and for a moment just enjoyed the feeling of hot, soft, tender flesh 
encircling him. Then he placed one hand on Geddy's nape and pressed harder. 


Geddy made a tiny sound and relaxed his throat, letting Alex in all the way. He took a deep breath through his 
nose, his tongue swirling once, twice around Alex's shaft. Then he started sucking. His head bobbed up and down 
in slow, hypnotizing rhythm, and soon Alex was hissing and pushing his hips up sharply. 

"C'mon, you sissy, get a move on! Do | have to do everything myself?" 

Geddy tried to speed up, but still it was too slow for Alex's impatient alter ego; he laced his fingers through 
Geddy's hair and started jerking his head up and down. He was going crazy for real now; the strong, deep 
suction sent hot waves of pleasure through his body. He could hear Geddy whimpering and moaning around his 


cock, rubbing desperately against Alex's leg. 


"You wanna come, you little fag?" Alex gritted through teeth clenched with desire. "Wanna get off from me 
fucking your mouth?" 


"Mm-hm," Geddy managed, panting. His hair was sweaty under Alex's hands, face flushed. Alex brought his 
head roughly to the side, so that the tip of his cock bulged under Geday's cheek. 


"Yeah, like that." he breathed, giving the cheek a light slap. Geddy mewled. 


"You're a natural cocksucker, you know that, Ged? Ungh.. That's the only thing you're good at. And I'm going to 


use you for just that. Yeah.. I'm going to come in your mouth." 

Geddy was humping his leg frantically, too far gone to get the meaning of what Alex had said, but the tone of 
his voice must have been what finally brought him to the brink. His spine bucked violently, he moaned deep in 
his throat, and went limp. 


"That's it, baby," Alex panted, slipping out of his role for a moment. "Come for me." 


He waited until Geddy recovered a little, then resumed his thrusts. He was so close now his vision was going 


white at the edges. He jolted his hips up sharply and growled as unbelievable pleasure flooded him and shot out 
of him in hot spurts. At the last minute, he jerked back and watched the final drops of cum splash on Geddy's 
damp, blissful face. 


For a while, Alex was just a quivering mass of boneless muscle. Then he became aware of the weight of 


Geddy's head in his lap and his slow, deep breaths tickling his arm. 
"Hey, Ged?.. You asleep?" 

‘Mmmm... No." 

"Cmere then" 


With a grunt, Alex managed to haul him up into the armchair. Geddy made himself comfortable with his head 
against Alex's shoulder, and yawned. Alex hugged him tight. 


"You all right, Ged? No hard feelings?" 

"Nah. T'was great. Will have to change the fucking jeans, though." 

There was an impressive wet stain at his crotch. Alex stroked his hair tenderly. 
| shoulda told you to take them off right away." 


"No, 's a good thing you didn't. Would've ruined the mood. Anyway, it was totally worth it. Hope they have a 


laundromat around here, though." 

"We'll find out tomorrow. Wanna go to bed?" 

"Uh-huh." Geddy grinned and shamelessly wiped his face on the front of Alex's shirt. Then he winked. "Sure." 
"Hey! That was my stage shirt!" 

"Never liked it in the first place." 


But his eyes were sparkling with laughter so bright, that all Alex could do was lean down and shut his grinning 
mouth with a kiss. 


